The Death of Josephine
rational hours; would get up at three in the morning to
call for coffee, then at three in the afternoon drowse on
the sofa or suddenly fall asleep on the terrace over the
yellow and white town and the blue sea. When he thus
rested his mother would come and brush the flies away
from him, and she noticed that his face would be turned
toward the north, where, somewhere beyond the sea, lay
Fratice.
And though the eyes were closed she was suspicious
that he was not asleep. No longer could he instantly
sink into profound slumber which, though short, would
refresh him thoroughly. Indeed, he had given himself over
to a habit for which he had condemned his brothers. He
was day-dreaming now. To be sure, he had told them that
it was all right, provided one put solid foundations under
the dreams. And so now he would have defended himself.
But he had lost, without knowing it, much of his genius
for fundamental construction. Nevertheless he was still a
tolerably good mason of empires. And up in Paris,
through proxies, he had been pretty busy of late with
level and trowel.
That he was justified in any intrigue, he felt sure. The
Allies had broken their promises, to his intense satisfac-
tion. Even now they were talking of chaining him to a
rock in the wild Atlantic. True, Talleyrand, his old min-
ister, was the most eloquent advocate of the transfer; but
all the kings and premiers were nodding assent.
In money matters, too, they had been dishonorable.
The abdication papers had assured him two and a half
million francs annually out of the French treasury. Ten
months had gone, and he had received not one sou. The
holes were growing larger in the worn carpets, on the
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